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My hardship here, at your levee.

On sic a day as this is5
Is sure an uncouth sight to see5

Arnang the birth-day dresses

Sae fine this day.

II.

I see ye're complimented thrang,

By rnony a lord and Iady5
6 God save the king!' 's a cuckoo sang

That's unco easy said ay;
The poetS) toos a venal gang,

Wi' rhymes weel-turn'd and ready?
Wad gar you trow ye ne'er do wrang3

But ay unerring steady,

On sic a day.

III.

For me I before a monarch's faces
Ev'n there I winna flatter;

For neither pension, post3 nor place,
Am I your humble debtor:

So, nae reflection on your grace^
Your kingship to bespatter ;

There's monie waur been o' the race,
And aiblins ane been better

Than you this day*

IV